"A"                                                 INDIAN
single scholarships and managed easily enough.
Last night, after I had seen Mary off to Agra,
for three days, and had time to think, I began to
panic.
When I got to my office this morning there was
a crowd of about sixty youths strutting all over the
lawn and prancing about in the most fantastic way,
some of them reading aloud, others apparently
declaiming poetry and walking with eyes shut into
my zinnia beds.
Nobody took the slightest notice of me. I suppose
I wasn't "in cathedra"
I've come to the conclusion that life in India is
a game which consists of jumping into and out of
official positions without anybody seeing you move.
If you're spotted jumping, you're fined; and
when you're "in officio" your pronouncements "ex
cathedrc?* are all beautifully regulated by precedent
and are expected to contradict whatever you may
have said as a private person.
"I think zinnias are stupid, vulgar flowers," you
say to your clerk, who is walking up the hill
with you.
"Yes, sair, they have no perfume. In England
does not the flora exhale everywhere, sair, a delicious
fragrance, for so I am humbly but credibly informed,
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